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SONGS OF SPRING. 


The Year is Young. 
Greeting. 
April’s Mand. 
Nature’s Song. 


Straying. 
Spring Dawn. 


Aaying. 


Blossom Time. 


The Bells © Sunday Morning. 
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and life ts sweet, 


Spring is tripping 
with ary feet. 


And Flora 
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GREETING. 


‘Phe green grass springiqg, the birds a’singing, 
The brooks, set free, dash on in glee; 
Sweet blossoms fair, seent all the ar, 


Aqd Earth doth singe "Tis Spring. 


[\n Ageil maid, 
like dq April day, 

Is cloudy, or bright, or grave, or gay; 
A ddzzling smile, rere FrOw!, 


Jo raise our hopes or east them down- 


Alen dimples twinkle 
like summer stars, 
Or her eyes flash darts 


that would frighten Mars; 


But dimples or darts, 
we Care not whether, 


For am April day 


is the happiest weather. 


The clouds but serve the sun to brighten, 
The darts make dimples more happily lighten, 
And the showers that dampen an April day, 


But bring betimes the flowers of May. 


NATURE’S SONG. 


‘Phe tinkling rhyme of the brook that flows. 
AS o'er its course it merrily goes 

To join the brimming river ; 
Awd the joyous song of the birds im the trees, 
As they fling their music upon the breeze, 


While the leaves im the sunshine quiver. 


@lad spring blossoms passing fair, 
Reach up to the light aad the sum-laden air. 
With their burden of sweet perfume. 
The sweet young Ae Floats 
if) Azure sed, 
Aqd the bright stars twinkle 


with laughter Free, 


And all the earth’s im tune. 


[\ pretty maid with shepherd’s crook, 
In Areddee a’ maying, 
A Cupid met, eyes full of tears, 


is dimpled feet a’straying. 


66 9 99 
| year me much I’ve lost my way, 
le erties im deepest grief. 
“My Feet are torq, my heart is sad, 


| pray you lend relief.” 


[s\ae so the matd binds wp his feet, 
Im leaves of healing balm; 
She leads him safely throwgh the wood, 


Awd soothes his sad alarm. 


“Phen bid they edch A sweet 
yarewell, 

When what does Cupid do, 

But draw An Arrow im his bow 


And pierce the maid’s 


heart through: 


Alas, sweet matd, im Areadee 
No more you go a’ maying, 


But sadly wander far and near 


To seek your love a’straying. 


SPRING, DAV 


[A\ bird, atilt on a bending bough, 
[ts MorHIRG song Is aA’singing : 
Each blade of grass 
has & diamond crown 
OF dew, to its head 


&’ clinging. 
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‘Pie sun lifts o’er the hill top blue, 
The day om its beams a’bringing; 
Fruit blooms blush on many A tree, 


To the ar their sweets a’ flinging. 


(AAYING. 


Sweet, your eyes ore brighter far, 
Than the dainty 
eyebrights Are; 


Arbutus” tons 


im love do vie, 


To tint your cheek, “neath brightest eye. 


Vour yolry yoot, Falls soft and loge, 
Feet clad tm lady-slippers bright; 


Dull the rose’s rich hwed heart, 
1 


By lips with erimson glow Apart. 


7 


Leaden cold, seems primrose fair, 
Laid “gaimst the pure gold of your hur; 


But writ | rhymes for many day, 


Your charms remain half-told, sweet May. 


RLOSSOM “PINE. 


Pink, Sweet OSE, 
Flower © the vine, 
Petals showering In fragrant rhyme, 
With the bird’s sweet notes of blossom time; 
Glad, sweet rose, 


Flower © the vine. 


Ail, soyt zephyr, 
Child 0’ the wind, 
(\essenger sweet from & warmer elime, 
From laqd oF jessamime and flowering lime; 
Caressing zephyr. 


Child o the wind. 


@ome, SWEEY FOS, 
Come, zephyr mild, 


The vine’s fiir flower 


And the south-wind’s ehild, 
Come dance in the sunshine on greensward clear, 


For Spriqg, the blossom time is here. 


‘HE BELLS O° GUNDAY MORNING. 


Soft through the scented ar, 
There comes & note © WwArHINS, 
Athwart the music Far, 


OF the bells © Sunday morning. 


Ree hope sings im their chime, 


The glorious day is dawning, 


‘Tis the joyous Easter time, 


Ring the bells 0 Sunday morning. 


NVOl. 


he shadows move slowly westward, 
As the daylight longer grows, 
And the eyebrights that dotted the meadow, 


Give place to the Summer rose. 
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